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Of the house itself, exteriorly, perhaps the less
said the better ; it was built by an earl, to whom
the estate belonged, as a shooting-box. I have
often thought that it must have been ordered
from the Army and Navy Stores. It is of yellow
brick, blue-slated, and there has been a pathetic
feeling after giving it a meanly Gothic air ; it is
ill-placed, shut in by trees, approached only by
a very dilapitated farm-road ; and the worst of
it is that a curious and picturesque house was
destroyed to build it. It stands in what was
once a very pretty and charming little park, with
an ancient avenue of pollard trees, lime and elm.
You can see the old terraces of the Hall, the
mounds of ruins, the fish-ponds, the grass-grown
pleasance. It is pleasantly timbered, and I have
an orchard of honest fruit-trees of my own.
First of all I expect it was a Roman fort; for
the other day my gardener brought me in half
of the handle of a fine old Roman water-jar,
red pottery smeared with plaster, with two pretty
laughing faces pinched lightly out under" the
volutes. A few days after I felt like Polycrates
of Samos, that over-fortunate tyrant, when, walk-
ing myself in my garden, I descried and gathered
up the rest of the same handle, the fractures
fitting exactly. There are traces of Roman occu-
pation hereabouts in mounds and earthworks.
Not long ago a man ploughing in the fen struck